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Orville and Wilbur Wright
A tribute to our famous Daytonians.

@ By

Poxnon:
YEARS AGO ‘TWO ambitious
Daytonians were working tirelessly on an invention which was to revamp the globe. ‘These men were
Orville and Wilbur Wright, the first to fly a heavier.
than-air-craft under its own power. Like all great
men, these two were forced to suffer discouragement
and derision, both from many of their acquaintances
and also from many of their experiments which ended
apparently fruitless. We have them to thank, however,
for the fact that they never became utterly discouraged,
but instead held their heads high before untold opposition. As Daytonians and Americans, we have an even
greater gratitude than do citizens of other countries,
because Orville and Wilbur Wright are transparent
examples of the kind of men who typify democracy;
they embody both the cause and the effect of Government of, by, and for the people; they represent the
pivot on which the American ideals of freedom and
equality turn.
Even after the famous flight at Kitty Hawk,
Carolina,

on

December

17,

1903,

when

the

North
Wright

brothers proved that a heavier-than-air-craft could be
flown under its own power, the general ‘attitude toward this remarkable feat was not an encouraging one.
The achievement of these two great engineers and inventors was practically unnoticed, and most of the
people who did speak of it did so with mock enthusiasm or with their tongues in their cheeks. We know
now, of course, the admiration, respect, and praise
which the Wright brothers deserved from the very
first moment that their plans for the airplane were
conceived.

After the first motor-powered flight at Kitty Hawk,
the success of which

was balm

to their inventive minds,

JERRY

GOoLDCAMP

Orville and Wilbur set to work even harder than they
did before. ‘Their efforts to perfect their masterpiece to
a point which very few people could then envisage
sent the airplane well along its way to, the perfection
which we all can easily see today. Nor are the possibilities of the Wright invention anywhere near exhaustion. Future generations are going to enjoy a more
closely-knit and a more peaceful and understanding
world because of the tireless toil of two great pioneers
of air travel, Orville and Wilbur Wright.
The older of the Wright brothers, Wilbur, died and
was greatly mourned in 1912 at the age of forty-five.
We hope that, though we can’t tender our gratitude
to him here, he realizes how we feel. Orville, now
seventy-two, still lives in Dayton, his home town, his

birthplace. On December 19, 1943, forty years after
the historic flight at Kitty Hawk, the University of
Dayton, speaking for America and for the world, paid
tribute to this great man at its Ninety-Fourth Commencement by conferring upon him the honorary degree of Doctor of Engineering. The universal feeling
and sentiment at this great occasion is best expressed
by the following excerpt from the commencement citation. “In recognition of his achievement in aeronautical science and of the world-wide influence of
these achievements in their many implications, the
College of Engineering deems it an extraordinary honor to present Mr. Orville C. Wright as a most worthy
candidate for the degree of Doctor of Engineering,
Honoris Causa.”
-Thus, through U. D., the humble respect and tribute of the people of the world was paid to Orville

Wright for the wonderful work which he has done
and the brighter future which he has made possible
for all nations and all peoples everywhere.
Page three

New

Girl---True Girl
please his Mother who
roommate at college.

had

been

her Aunt

Some of the gang thought Harry kind
was always too busy after school running
the football stadium to join the crowd
Applegates. Karl jokingly said he inust
get in shape for his draft call.
@ By

ApELE

UNVERFERTH

A story that will take you back to your happy
high school days.

ice cream bar barely missed her hunter green

sweater,

way

from her

LOOSE HUNK OF CHOCOLATE

A

as

Sue

Ann

outlined

which

through

passed

the

stage door

arch-

wide

the

entrance

of the

auditorium.

Today,

like

every

afternoon

about

three,

Sue

Ann

got that empty feeling and just had to have something
to eat. She knew it wasn’t one bit sophisticated to be
such a little pig, and how she wanted to be really

smooth, suave and sophisticated. Other girls’ hair fell
long and straight with just a suspicion of curl on the
ends. Would

hers do that?

O,

no!

Hers

brushed

her

collar and got frizzy when it rained. Other girls came
back to school with luscious tanned arms and legs left
from summer swimming. All she got was blisters.

A late October wind swirled a cluster of dry leaves
around her ankles, as she pushed open the door.

Part of the brass section of Freemont High School
band was jamming it out in one corner of the overgrown backstage. Karl Sedwick interrupted himself
long enough to call, “Hi-ya Sue!” He was giving out
his usual line as Betty, his one and only of the moment
was taking it all in. They looked cute together, Sue
Ann thought, as they leaned against one of the practice
pianos which sagged a little from the frequent decoration of textbooks.

If only Harry and she could be like that—well something like that. Going steady, she meant, going steady
like Julia Hartmeyer and Jim Baker and Ernie and
Helen and lots more. Her little brother and the kids
on the block teased her about being Harry Mitchell’s

gitl, but that was only because he had taken her to
the Thanksgiving tea dance in their junior year. ‘They
didn’t know how indifferent he was to her at school
and sometimes she half suspected he took her to
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Stella’s

of queer.
the track
for cokes
be trying

He
in
at
to

But maybe today, things would be different. Harry
was to have a part in the Senior class play, and so

was she. Yesterday, the parts had been distributed and
the chosen ones were to report to Mr. Turner, the
director. Sue Ann liked her part of an irresponsible
scatterbrain who gets the hero in all kinds of trouble
by presuming that he committed the bloody deed. It
was a horror piece, all night, with plenty of corpses
and bore the dignified title, “Enter a Murder.”
Talk often went around about Harry. This time the
gang was saying that he was sore because he didn’t
get a bigger part. He was counting on the part of Dr.
Waters and was sure he would get it because he won
the oratorical contest in his junior year and was vicepresident of the debating club. Sue Ann was sure it
wasn’t true, but it was hard to convince people without letting them know how crazy she was about him.
Her chocolated fingers picked a crumple Kleenex
from her purse and she headed for the group around
the jam session. Suddenly she caught sight of the unfamiliar form of a girl standing behind the boogie piano
player. Indian black hair falling long over a_ baggy
sweater—thick bright lipstick—dancing eyes set in an
impish face. She knew her in a glance—Cynthia Hale!
This was the girl in Senior B everyone—especially
the boys—was so excited about. Even woman _ hater
Gene Oliver was mooning about her, getting C in
yesterday's math test and Gene was a whiz at math. It
was positively unprecedented the way the fellows were
going for her—hook, line and sinker. Betty said it was
only because she was a new flame and the furore
couldn’t last. Her Father was a Colonel or something
and had been transferred to Freemont,

so Cynthia

en-

tered Freemont High last Monday and today she had
a part in the senior play. It didn’t seem fair considering some seniors had counted on being in this play
since their freshman days at Freemont. But Cynthia’s

part called for a girl who could sing and Cynthia had
a nice voice.

All attention
went into a drum

was riveted on Pinkey Tyler as he
solo that was way

out of anybody’s

world. Mr. Turner, whose real job was being an
English prof, waited understandingly until Pinkey had
finished, before he called the rehearsal to order. ‘The
cast took seats in a semi-circle and Sue Ann managed
to sit where she could easily watch the door and the
entrance of Harry. Betty and Karl sat next to her and
Cynthia Hale was banked on both sides by adoring
males. Mz. Turner began by saying that promptness at
rehearsals was the first essential of play success and
went on to talk about characterization and quick line
memorization. A sharp turn of the knob—a slam—and
Harry bounded onto the scene, flustered and apologetic.
His face was red as if he had hurried but his curly
brown hair was noticably slick and he wore his new
grey suit with the tiny white stripe. Betty poked Sue
Ann like she always did when Harry came in class or
stood with the fellows around the water fountain on

Chambers Street.
Harry settled down

in the empty

seat beside

tried to appear casual and disinterested and yet as
darling and alive as possible. No one except Betty
could tell she was putting on a bit when Mr. ‘Turner
asked her to read a few lines by way of beginning the
rehearsal. It was all right because the others would
think she was acting. Harry was especially quiet—not
even joking with Karl—hardly moving. Once while
reading a funny line Sue Ann purposely looked over in
Harry’s general direction, but he was staring at
Cynthia.
in her
ill. The
venture.
rehearsal.
Cynthia

“Springfield! Harry has a cousin living in Springfield and they always have a wonderful time together.
His

throat and
idea of actMaye she’d
Something
as terribly

name

is Cyril,

Harry,” Sue Ann
cafeteria line-up.

Karl

and pulled his script from his hip pocket. Sue Ann

A penetrating ache hammered
suddenly she felt hot and a trifle
ing a part seemed an impossible
better tell Mr. Turner after the
struck the crowd sitting around

be given for the County Orphans next Sunday afternoon. Sue Ann knew her lines as did most of the
cast. It had -been a strange two weeks—studying lines
—learning when to walk—to sit—getting into the part
—and all the time watching Harry and Cynthia going
ga ga over each other. Already it was a taken-forgranted fact that they were a new twosome and Harry
was envied by all the smooth fellows who didn’t stand
a chance with Cynthia now. In fact, Harry’s name
was being flounced around a great deal these days.
Karl told Betty that Harry had to go to Springfield
this week-end for a talk with the Navy Board about
a V-something program.

I believe,

told

Betty

Sue

Ann

broadly

announced,

“I

he

wishes.”
“Yes, but it’s a shame
in a while.”
November

had

grown

Mr. Turner announced

it can’t be with

you

once

in the

last

minute—not

with

the

orphans

in

the

au-

dience.”

“That’s just what I pumped out of Karl. You know
he wouldn’t say anything against Harry, but he gets
all the info from the stag booth at Applegates.”
“Did
the tea
by way
Harry’s

you see the poster in the library announcing
dance for Saturday a week?” Sue Ann asked
of changing the subject. “Find out whether
taking Cynthia, will you, Betty?”

“Tl see what I can do.”

all, Betty,”

waited

than

“Harry wouldn’t do that, not stand up the cast at
the

With

“After

as they

older

“I know,” Betty said wide-eyed. “Karl said the kids

amusing and Mr. Turner almost had to stop the re-

suppose Mr. Mitchell can be seen with whomever

a year

think that Harry won’t get back for the Orphan’s performance Sunday afternoon, because he never liked his
twelve line part of the coroner in the second act of
the play, anyway.”

hearsal while they rocked back and forth. Cynthia’s
bright mouth opened and closed—laughing—and trying
not to. The fellows coughed and wiped their faces.
Naturally Sue Ann had to look that way—Harry’s way
—but again he was staring at Cynthia.
The next day after Civics, Betty and Sue Ann were
walking down the second floor corridor past the art
room when they spotted Harry leaning over an art
table talking to a girl with long black hair and a red
smock. It was Cynthia.

and

a million things to do before Sunday,

Sue

Ann was too busv to worry much about Harry except
that he and Cynthia would talk in the wings when
they weren’t needed on the stage. Mr. Turner excused Harry from Saturday’s rehearsal after knowing
about his appointment with the Navy Board. Sue Ann
watched Harry as Mr. ‘Turner told him to be sure to
get back for Sunday’s performance. She couldn’t help
noticing how his eyes wandered as if he didn’t want
to look Mr. ‘Turner straight in the face. Sue Ann had
avoided meeting him as much as possible these last
weeks but suddenly he was standing in front of her.
“You're doing a great job in your part, Sue,” he
said steadily, not looking at her at all. Then he was
gone; no time for her to answer even if she had found
words. This didn’t fit in the scheme of the last weeks,

older

by

two

weeks

when

that a pre-dress rehearsal would

but at least he knew she too was in the play.

‘The gay atmosphere of backstage possessed a streak
Page five

of tenseness this Sunday afternoon, as Sue Ann struggled in with armfuls of clothes and properties she
promised to bring. Karl and Betty were deep in con- versation again over by one of the practice pianos. A
pang shot through Sue Ann but she had to think
about the play. Finding a rack in the girls’ dressing
room,

she

“As

much

and

her

up

hung

mechanically

burst in after
within earshot.

her

sure

made

clothes.

Betty

wasn’t

Cynthia

as I know,

I think he’s got a date with

“T’ll be ready in a minute,”

Sue Ann said quietly.

The cast was having a lot of fun at the makeup
table smearing cold cream on their faces. The fellows
were getting a big laugh out of their rouge and eye
shadow. Sue Ann noticed that Cynthia didn’t remove
her lipstick as Mr. Turner told the girls to do in order
to get a smooth grease paint foundation. Sue Ann
began to feel better than she had for the past weeks
—kind of brave and eager to give a good performance
as if nothing else mattered. She stepped over to the
long mirror where a group was checking on their make-

up.
“T bet he doesn’t get here,” sing-songed Pinkey, the
drummer.
“IT know

he won't.
added

the

He

practically told Smithy

fellow

who

had

the

he

lead.

“You know how mad he was when he didn’t
the part of Dr. Waters,” this from Pinkey again.

get

A short chunky fellow who helped with the scenery,
put in. “He planned to go to a dance in Springfield.”
“What will we do? It’s a small part but it’s too
much for anyone to learn in five minutes,” reasoned
the lead.
“It looks as if
which is a shame
think of the poor
pouted a little as

Mr. Turner will have to cancel it,
because we need the rehearsal and
orphans who counted on it,” Cynthia
she dabbed powder on her pert nose.

Sue Ann couldn’t stand it any longer. She wouldn't
let them talk about Harry like that. Someone had to
defend him.
“He'll get here,” she cried, and the words came out
more bitter than she thought they would. No one
moved—they

just

stood

and

looked

at her.

A

eyes and

Mr. Turner called for attention and said they’d better
begin without Harry—who didn’t enter until the second act. By that time he would think of a way by
they

could

perhaps

continue,

with

someone

reading the part. The two characters who were on
stage when the curtain opened, took their places and
the girls backstage walked around on tip toe. Sue Ann
took a last look at her make-up and asked. Betty if
her slip showed. The words from the stage rang familiar, but faster, than they ever had in rehearsal. Betty

stood behind the center drop preparing to make her
first entrance. A couple members of the cast nervously
moved their lips refreshing their memories.
A sharp turn of the knob—a slam—and Harry stood
in the doorway with an overnight bag in his hand.
Everyone pounced on him at once—slapping his back
—grabbing the bag—helping with his coat—saying how
glad they were he made it—making prodigal son remarks. Instinctively, Sue Ann was doing the same—
out of total relief.
After opening the stage closet and beholding the
corpse (really Karl), Sue Ann ran off the stage screaming. It was her big scene and the end of the first act.
The curtain fell amid the yelling voices of the orphans.
Wild applause enveloped the auditorium pounding on
her excited consciousness. In the high tension of the
moment she would have passed Harry in the darkened
wings if he hadn’t called to her.
“Thanks, for knowing I'd get here in time. Karl
told me. Would you like to go to the tea dance with
me?”
“But I thought——,”
mouth closed.

somehow she couldn’t get her

“That time Betty heard it wrong,” he winked. And
even in the darkened wings, he found her hand and
together they walked away, ready for the second act.
¢

5

65—-O>

QUESTION
Isn’t this a funny world?
The queer things never

cease.

“Civilized” people are at war
And savages are at peace.

quick

glance into the mirror on the pretense of combing
Page six

of her flashing

her ashamed

the deep flush on her face. It seemed like a hundred
years before someone said something, then it was
about putting on a little more rouge.

which

Cynthia for the tea dance. None of the fellows have
seen him today. He was supposed to have met them at
the bus stop but he didn’t show up, and they waited
a long time. Mr. Turner is pretty anxious about him,
too. You know we only have twenty minutes to get
in makeup and everything.”

wouldn’t,”

her hair, made

—TuHomas

H. Butz.

An Address---The Spirit of U. D.
® By

VINCENT

YANO

in December.

Delivered at the honors convocation

IS MY GREAT privilege this morning to speak
in behalf of my fellow honor graduates and the
members of this year’s graduating class at this solemn
occasion. I believe it only proper that I begin with a
sincere expression of hearttelt gratitude to the members of the administration and faculty for guiding us
so patiently through these four years. ‘To the faculty
I:

in

and administration, therefore, I extend
our class, a simple, gracious “thanks.”

behalf

of

This is no ordinary “thanks” but one founded on
grateful appreciation of what this institution has given
to us—something so fundamental that my one objective will be to elaborate on this gift in the course of
the few short minutes that I have.

No doubt, you have often heard the expression, “the
Spirit of U. D.”—an indefinable asset that is the common tie that binds all former graduates and undergraduate students to this, their beloved alma mater.
Some have expressed this very thing by simply saying
that this campus somehow “gets to grow on one.” It
is a quality that cannot be reduced to any specific
thing—a composite spirit built out of many factors.
Tio some it has meant the friendiy atmosphere that
pervades the entire campus, to others the opportunity
for individual attention and contact with members of
the faculty. To still others, it has meant the little
campus traditions and impressive quaintness of the
buildings, among them the Arcade and the Chapel.
This, then, is the “Spirit of U. D.’—an intangible
magnet that constantly attracts the hearts of its students. I know I speak for all graduating seniors when
I say that if we had to do it all over again, the University of Dayton would always remain our first and
only choice.
Now

one may

rightly ask, “What

is the basis of

this beautiful spirit of U. D.?” A simple analogy, a bit

crude, will serve to clarify this problem.
We
soul.

all know

that man

Furthermore,

we

know

is composed
also

that

of body and
both

of these

have needs that must be met. A practical aim in a
college education, then, would be a thorough preparation to meet the physical conditions of living. Simply
stated, it is a training to meet the needs of the body
—the

means

to earn a

livelihood.

Thus,

duced in terms of dollars and cents.

it can be re-

On

the other hand, there are needs of the soul that

must also be fulfilled before man realizes whatever
earthly happiness there is. This necessarily implies a
realization of man’s ultimate end, his duty to God and

the development of a moral sense to evaluate correctly
the different relative values of life. Obviously, therefore,

from the standpoint of ultimate goals, this latter aspect
is of greater importance than the former.
This is where the philosophy underlying any educational institution enters into the picture. With the
majority of colleges today, the all-important latter
aspect is relegated too often to a weak secondary role.
The undue emphasis on the mechanical arts that help
to produce one’s future “bread and butter” accounts
for the materialistic tendency of many college graduates today. Need one wonder why we have wars and
why a peace founded on moral Christian principles is
the only answer to a permanent, lasting peace?
Here at the University of Dayton, the development
of a so-called moral sense is fundamental in its philosophy of education. In this statement can be found the
logical answer to why we have such a beautiful spirit
here on the campus. Yes, we all leave this university
more or less trained in specific fields such as education,
science,

business,

engineering,

liberal

arts,

etc.

How-

ever, above this formal training, we have been exposed
to an environment based on principles designed to
develop in us the ability to gain the true perspective
of life. It is this “way of life” that we all have an
opportunity to take with us and for which we will
always be grateful. We need go no further than our
alumni to prove the soundness of the basic principles
upon which this university is functioning. In all parts
of the world today, all U. D. men are doing themselves
proud, ever mindful of the motto of their alma mater,

“Pro Deo et Patria—For God and Country.”
Page sever

A Spirit For Today
Father

Chaminade

died

January

22,

1850.

His

spirit lives on in the two religious congregations
he founded.

@ By FRANK Kiapp

HILE IN 1799 STATESMEN were seeking a
~ solution to the problem of rebuilding a France
demolished by revolution, a young priest, exiled from
France some months past, sat in Saragossa, fashioning small plaster statues of the saints in order to gain
a livelihood. His thoughts turned to the resurrection
of his native country, and in his mind’s eye this young
priest, William Joseph Chaminade, saw France as a
corpse sapped of all spiritual vitality. He knew that
only the touch of Christ could make his France rise

again and walk with new life, with spiritual life. ‘To
young Father Chaminade the plaster statues were symbolic of his native country—lifeless, inanimate, devoid
of any vivifying principle. France had deadened this
principle of life by her religious apathy.
Father

Chaminade

realized

this

spiritual

condition,

and he knew that his problem lay not in concocting
some new panacea of social reform but in finding a
method. of bringing France in touch with Christ. As
he held the statuette of the Madonna in his night
palm, he painfully contrasted her with the Goddess
of Reason enthroned by the rabble in the cathedral of
Notre Dame de Paris. That the reign of Mary Immaculate should be usurped by a pagan idol made him
indignant: that his beloved France, now the France
of Voltaires and Rousseaus, should bow in such idolat-

rous adoration stung him to the quick. And if France
must come

into contact with

Christ, he thought,

was

not the Mother the way to the Son? Was not this
God’s own way of giving His Son to mankind? Like
the Magi of old, Christian men of all ages have never
found Christ except “with Mary His Mother.”
If
France were to be revived, Mary Immaculate would
have to replace the Goddess of Reason and be restored
again to her proper niche—in the hearts of the men of
France. France was tottering on the brink of spiritual

France as a Marian country of young men and women
of all ranks and of all classes, but of one creed, marching under the banner of Mary Immaculate
It was in order to establish this Marian society that
Fr. Chaminade returned to France in 1800. He returned with the paradoxical courage that laughed in
the face of doubt, disappointment, or failure, for
“The
And
But
Go

men of the East may spell the stars,
times and triumphs mark,
the men signed of the cross of Christ
gaily in the dark.”

And Fr. Chaminade was returning gaily in the dark.
He knew that his mission was to recreate a society
with Mary as its Mother, but of means or method he
knew nothing except that he was to use the method
of Christ Who became the Son of Mary to save all
men. Yet, he was returning with a light of faith within
him brilliant enough to dispel the darkness about him,
radiant enough to attract the hearts of youth and to
organize them into an apostolic militia under Mary’s
leadership.
This youth applied to France the method Christ
Himself had used to save mankind: they gave themselves whole-heartedly to the service of Mary Immaculate—did, in fact, actually live as other sons of Mary
—and as torches afire with the Marian spirit they enflamed all of France. It was a spirit which Chesterton
would capture in his Ballad of the White Horse—an
aggressive, militant, apostolic spirit, fighting for a cause
it knew to be right no matter how dark the sky might
grow. And like Chesterton’s Alfred, they went forth,
these

sons

of Chaminade,

“out

of the

mouth

of the

Mother of God” like little words, reanimating the
soul of France, warming with love the hearts of
men grown cold from religious indifference, restoring
all things in Christ through Mary Immaculate, gathering together the Christian men of France “from sunk-

that

en paving and ford and fen to die in a battle God

the saving grace-of Mary Immaculate could make his

knows when’”—but the sons of Chaminade knew why!

destruction,

countrymen

and

Fr.

Chaminade

convinced

firm in the Faith of their fathers. ‘Then

in an almost prophetic
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was

vision,

Fr. Chaminade

saw

(Continued

on page

sixteen)

The Gold Star
@

Read

By

GeorcE

EDGAR

why Joe bought a war bond.
dame on the block and who just got a raise to $1.25
an hour . . . and who spent it just as fast.

HE GANG WAS

SITTING in the “Greek’s,”
didn’t

drinking coffee when Joe came in. He
make any of his customary wise-cracks.
‘“‘What’s eatin’ you, Joe?”
“Come

The

on, have a slug.”

“Izzy” piped up, “Guess who I seen downtown,
buying a war bond today, guys? Our buddy, Joe.”
“Zat right?” echoed the roughly clad kids who just
finished the four to twelve shift at Conover’s.
“Well, what
something.”

d’ya know,

our boy’s

gettin’

soft or

Nick, the big, always grinning Greek, stood in front

of Joe with his hairy hands on his hips.
“What you say, Joe. You buy a bond today. Maybe
you think the way I do now, eh?”

Joe gulped his coffee, then turned slowly and looked
at the gang.

“You bet I’m thinking the way Nick does. Call it
soft-headed or whatever you want. Did any of you
monkies take a walk down the block lately?” he asked
the fellows.
They looked at each other with puzzled
ing to figure out the score.
we

did,”

gangs’

expression

became

incredulous.

“Who got a gold star?” the Greek almost whispered.
“Someone we know maybe?”
“I was walking down the street,” said Joe, “when
I see a gold star, where yesterday there was a blue
one... I used to laugh at them. But I sees this
gold star . . . and suddenly the whole blame picture

changes. I keep walking when I see Mrs. Dolan walk-

“Soft in de head you mean,” added Mike.

“Sure

“Well, look at the stars next time you go down the
block. Take a good look . . . see if one of those pretty,
blue little stars is replaced by a goid star now. Gold!
Ya knows what that means?”

Lenny

exclaimed.

“So

faces try-

what?”

“Then maybe you guys ought to look at the stars.
The gold stars.” ‘There was a pause as Joe finished his
coffee. The veins stood out on his forehead.
“You don’t know what I mean, do you. . . you
. you jerks. Yeah, we’re the jerks and we been
calling them the jerks . . . Split, and Dolan and Jeff.
They're in the Army now. So they’re the jerks, huh?”
Joe shot at the amazed company. They wore surprised
expressions and wondered at the stream of words coming from their Joe . . . the Jce who loves to holler at
the baseball game and who can make a date with any

ing slowly across the street toward me . . . I
to turn . . . to walk the other way. I wished
I was somewhere else. Mrs. Dolan! Walking
down the street! She used to give Dolan an’
and milk after school. Dolan an’ me was pals.
treated me

like her kid. Well,

wanted

to run

comin’

home

I wanted

. . . cause I knew

again. We’d

never

wanted
to God
slowly
me pie
So she

to turn.

Dolan

was

raise hell

.

never

at the

dances, and drink and have fun. You see, guys,” Joe

said slowly, “that gold star belonged to “Chris” Dolan. He ain’t ever comin’ back. He’s dead!”
The gang got interested in the bottom of their
cups. There was a dragging silence. Joe kept on.
“Ya,

I’m

soft.

Well,

I felt like

hell

when

I saw

Mrs. Dolan. What was the right thing to say? What
does a guy say to the mother of his best friend who
just got killed? I didn’t know.
He was the jerk! He landed in the Army. I was
smart! I got a defense job and had a swell time. She
knew that! I could see it in her eye. I still don’t
know what I said. But when I went downtown I
saw a bond stand . . . and bought a bond. It’s a small
way to try to come clean. It’s nothing compared to
that gold star. Just think, fellows, that star could be
in our windows. And how would you like to meet
my mother on the street . . . with your nice clothes
(Continued

on

page

sixteen)
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A Real Show
@ By Jerry
66 S™

RIGHT

your money
don’t shove.”

A satirical glance at a phase of American life.

GRrRISMER

UP, FOLKS!

Don’t crowd! Have

ready! Watch

out there, sonny,

Yes, it is again “show time.” The voice of the
money-collector drifts out over the crowd of men,
women, and children — urging, pleading, exhorting
them. The door is jammed; the capacity of the place
is over-filled. Yet to the misery of those already inside,

that calloused soul spurs more and more of the public
into its confines by his line of chatter.
“Hurry, hurry, hurry, folks! I’ve got to get moving.
Make room in the back, lady; don’t crowd near the
door! Only a few more now and we're filled. How’s
the door, Mac- O. K. Then

With

I’m off.”

that the doors close, the yells of the frus-

trated populace outside is disregarded, and the trolley
moves off. This is usually accompanied by a lurch and
a groan.
This is “the greatest show on earth” of which I’m
planning to say a few words—quite a few. For if one has
a sense of some type of humor (sour, repressed, hidden, etc.)

there is no more

admirable

place

than

the

inside of a trolley bus to let this humor have its play.
Freaks,

clowns,

and grow in a

morons

and

idiots—all

trolley’s packed

seem

Here was a man probably dying and what did the
rest care. Just as I considered gomg to his aid (for
that would mean the loss of my seat) the poor fellow
raised

his

head,

opened

red-rimmed,

colorless

eyes,

expanded his slobbering lips and cried, “Please, Mike,
just a single shot! Then with a deep belch—its odor
rivalled that of a Missouri goat—the drunk “passed
out.”
A beautiful girl was the next person to attract my
attention. At one glance it seemed to me that she
was just of a moronic type, no brains, just looks. A
blank oval face, two rather pretty eyes (hazel), long
auburn hair, the usual pouting full mouth, and a
nose—that would summarize her features. She wore a
tan Tuxedo coat, a light green dress, and what looked
to me like the forest primeval for a hat on her head.
If that hat been a fraction more hideous it could have
served as a nightmare or a scarecrow. Her face wore
a smile. She was amusing herself. With the intentness
of a stalking lioness her eyes followed the fingers of
her hand as they went up and down her arm. (You
know what I mean, the game called “the mouse ran
up the clock”.) It really does not take much to amuse
people these days, does it?

to thrive

confines.

Therefore I started looking around.
Since for observation one needs a good place to
see, I beat a doddering, bundle-ladened grandmother
to her intended seat and sat down myself. (Ah, yes!
I’m indeed a Modern Gentleman.) Heedless of the
tired eyes, the slumped shoulders, the filled arms, I
peered quizzically past the shriveled form in front of
me at the other passengers. (When this lady later
collapsed at my feet, I was afraid for a moment—
what if she had scuffed my shoes or torn my pants in
falling? People don’t care what harm they do to others
these days it seems.)

I shifted my vision to a portly gentleman further up
the aisle. This fellow was immense—of Wall Street
proportions. His every move suggested a high type
business man. From the top of his Adam’s hat to the
soles of his Bostonian shoes, no more professional
looking man could be found. His ciothes were of the
latest cut, the paper was stuck before his face, a cigar
shot out from his mouth, and his poise was that of
a successful “baron” of the business world.
Over the starched white collar, heavy flushed jowls
hung in quanity; the small sharp eyes bored into the
column

of print

(no

doubt

the

stock

market

page);

the thick black cigar was chewed savagely in spurts.
Every now and then he would shift his footing and

Directly opposite me was the hulking shape of a

the tremendous paunch would swing in an arc like

man. Deep lines of worry creased his forehead and
face; a sniffing sound continuously streamed from his
bulbous red nose. From his eyes tears dropped down
his cheeks and disappeared on his soggy vest below.
His head sagged and he groaned. I studied the unshaven sallow face, the heavy eyebrows, the full head
of gray hair, the small ears. The picture is still very
vivid in my memory.

a juggernaut. Watch out, sis! From the look on his
face his investments must be in a crucial stage; perspiration had even gathered on his high brow.

Page ten

Suddenly, from the caverns of his stomach, the
stout man began to laugh. Relief was visible in every
line of his body. Then to the fellow beside him, “Slim”
remarked in a whisper that carried the length of the

bus, “This was really a tough one for Fearless Fimple
to get out of.”
Now thoroughly disgusted I pushed that old woman
from my feet and again started “touring” with my
eyes. The bus stops! This momentary shift of the
rear to the front enables me to see a face of mystery.
A woman of enchantment it is. Let me describe her.

Deep, dark eyes drifted from face to face. Her nose
seemed molded by the hands of a master sculptor; it
was delicate, fine, of exquisite proportions. The deep
Latin skin sloped over the cheekbones, past the cheeks
into the proximity of the mouth, the ruby-lipped
mouth of the Egyptian queens. She wore no hat.
Wavy dark hair cascaded over her shoulders. It was

hair that seemed to be formed from the shadows of

the night skies with an ocassional star glittering and
basking in its folds.
Then taking a last look around prior to getting off
(next stop was my transfer corner), I saw the type
of person whom everyone holds in esteem. He was

standing in front of the door. Not wanting to get off
himself he stood there to help others get off. One
might as well go around the Rock of Gibralter as try
to maneuver about him. But his actions were what
amused me. Everytime someone would elbow him,
poor suffering Thesial’s face would register a look of
annoyance. His huge ears would twitch noticeably as
the long carrot-shaped nose wrinkled in pain and his
close-set eyes bulged and crossed. ‘The matted hair
only a dog might want, tossed from side to side as
the head turned in vexation each time its owner's
foot was trod upon. What a shame.
Although I am a gentleman of the highest caliber,
I forgot myself for a moment and as I passed cut of
the trolley door, I did a very vicious act. My foot
maliciously tramped on Thesial’s just in the region of
his corn. His howl of anguish still rings in my ears.
Step aboard a trolley bus and join the modern version of what P. T. Barnum called “the greatest show
on earth.”

wgj—te

Private
@ By

Memoirs

Dr. Daniet

Arranged

of a Private

FE. KAuFFMAN

by Daniel E Kauffman.

On the night of July 27, 1918, we were near the
town of Beauardes. We were moving our position
from east to the north side of a large woods, marching at fifty yard intervals, that is, one group of men
were fifty yards ahead of the next group. The reason
for this formation was in the event of a shell hitting
on the road or near the line of march, only a few men

would

be hit. Pleasant thought.

Men

from our outfit that were wounded would lie

along the side of the road and wait for the ambulance.
Brown and I were the last two men in the outfit. We
were the last ones to say goodbye to them. Farther
along there were several dressing stations. We could
hear the men moaning; some were dying and crying
for their mothers . . . it was terrible.
Brown and I hadn’t spoken for several hours. [
had said every prayer I knew many times. I really
thought I would never get out of that woods. Thinking that my end was near, I thought I ought to do a
little missionary work before I died. I also thought
that I might start a conversation.
right,” he answered

“What

do you

pray?

Do

you

quickly.

know

the

killed, ten wounded,

bound with very strong ties. I had a buddy who was
a very good friend before the war and, naturally, when
we were thrown together in France, our bonds became
tighter. There were two reasons why I should have
picked someone else for a buddy. The first being he
was a bigger coward than I, (if it were possible) but
the

second

was

the

real

reason,

he

hated

first several

Lord's

work

and

so did I.
Consequently, that threw more work on me. I was a
corporal and when I gave him orders and he didn’t
out, I would

have to do them

I was in charge of the ammunition,

That was hardly a conversation. About ten prayers
and fifteen minutes later, | made another attempt.
Prayer?”

tery, one officer killed, four men

two horses killed—”
At this last mentioned casualty the Colonel jumped
up and said, “What! ‘Two horses.”
Friendships that were formed during the war were

carry them

“Do you ever pray?” I asked Cub.
“You're damn

“No,” he said, “but I can make up a better one
than that.”
I didn’t laugh... not that night.
When we were in the Chateau Thierry sector, the
death rate of horses was very high. The outfit was
moving with about half the prescribed number of
teams. The situation was serious. One morning the
regimental adjutant was reading the results of the
enemy fire to the Colonel, while the latter was being
shaved. “Headquarters Company, two men_ killed,
three wounded. A Battery, six men wounded. C Bat-

help

and

weeks-on

told

wanted and I answered,

“You

the

front,

the Captain.

He

myself.

and after the

I decided

asked

me

I needed

whom

I

“Brown.”

don’t need much

help, take him

and

some-

one else too,” he said.
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When

hostilities cease and plans are made

for the

Please God

future, let’s make a just, prudent, and permanent peace,

Peace . . . good-will . . . hope . . . love.
cheer. How sweet such words sound to us now! ia
the throes of a war which is viciously rocking a help-

so that the tiny tots of today and the unborn babes of
tomorrow can grow into a world of love and progress
and not into a life of destruction and hate.

less world, tumbling
this life with brutal

hereafter treacherously and unmercifully, forcing them
to draw their last breaths without the comfort and
solace of beloved relatives and friends, and even more

mercilessly maiming many
them to ‘trudge their way
bodies, blinded

of them for life, forcing
with lost limbs, battered

eyes, scarred faces

(as if life were

not

a hard enough job when one is physically and mentally whole!)—in a war such as this that seems to
have literally brought hell with all its excruciating
Dantean tortures to earth, such words as . . . peace
. good-will . ... love . . . cheer. . . seem to lift
us up temporarily into a celestial cloud; for a moment,
as we contemplate their meanings, they seem to
etherealize all the regions of our minds. Then, sudden-

ly, the bubble breaks, and once again we drop down,
instantly and with a painful. crash into the wicked,
war-torn world which daily wreaks havoc among those

we love.
Why is it that innocent men must suffer so? We
all know the answer. Because for a time evil has triumphed over good. Because in peace time such words
as

good-will,

love,

charity,

and

cheer

are

often

for-

gotten. Because when we are at peace we allow evil
to creep into our lives and into the world. Then, when
it comes, we lament.

Please God, don’t let your sons be butchered any
more. Don’t let us forget our firm resolutions, made
during war. Give us strength to prevent a global
slaughter from happening again.

God will help us if we help ourselves. It is up to
us to practice good-will, peace, and charity toward all
peoples; for, when love leaves the world, hate steps in.
‘Then—we have war.
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many of our fellow-men out of
blows, tumbling them into the

aie
Seriously Thinking
Have you ever heard of a candle being so bright that
it burns

with

a blaze? There

is such

a candle, and

it

is no ordinary candle. The candle in question is a
mode of life based on God and the principles of
righteousness and justice. We are living in a world
of hate and destruction and in parts of the world the
Christian concept of life has taken a mighty blow from
the enemies of God.
Our enemy teaches his soldiers that it is glorious to
die for the Father-land and the leaders. Opposed to
this is the philosophy taught to the American soldiers.
Certainly we are taught to be efficient soldiers but the
reason is that we want to win a just peace and we
want our children to be free from the oppression of
tyrants. We have taken the famous words of Nathan
Hale and changed them to “I regret that I have but
one life to live for my country.”
The war today has caused men to do some serious
thinking about God and man’s destiny and consequently people who did not go to church before the
war are now much interested in church. But man is
a curious creature. When the pressure of war time
conditions is removed, will these same people continue
to be interested in church or will they relax back into

their old indifferent ways.

Opposed

to this Christian

concept of life is the

materialistic view of life. Many Americans today have

lost sight of God in the mad rush after material progress. ‘The war has taught us that we must live without

some of the material things of life that we thought so

necessary .I wonder if after the war there will be that
same mad rush for these same material things.
Of
course some will be found in the race but others sobered by the experiences of the war period will continue
to be guided by this Christian concept of life.
Those of us in the armed
God and in curselves and

win this war so that in the world we will continue to
witness nations and individuals who mold their lives
pagan

to the Christian

way

of life and

not the

way.

salute

Father

Kusman,

the

chaplains

in

the

—I. K.
weg

The Church Unity Octave
Over thirty-five years ago, an American Episcopalian
minister

in

cooperation

with

a fellow-churchman

in

England, founded an octave of prayer for the return of
the

—WeEsBB WHITMER.

Holy

ae

Christian

world

to

communion

with

the

See. Less than two years after the first observ-

and eighteen of his Friars of the Atonement were teceived into the Catholic Church.

Italy has come the report of one of the most

heroic deeds of this war. Rev. Stanley J. Kusman,

ianist chaplain

entire

ance, the American, the late Father Paul, of Graymoor,

To The War Chaplains
From

We

armed service, and all who are lending a hand to help
our boys “over there’’!

forces must have faith in
in our fellow men and

faith in our ability as trained soldiers. With faith and
loyalty and obedience and unselfishness we will try to

according

our war is not so much against the German people as
against the Nazi philosophy of life.

in the infantry and armored

Mar-

troops,

spent ten days and nights digging fifty-seven graves for

American and German soldiers in a wild “No Man’s
Land” of Italy. Father Kusman’s commanding officer
considered the act of the 36-year-old chaplain as one

This year, from January 18 (Feast of the Chair cf
St. Peter at Rome) to January 25 (Feast of Conversion of St. Paul), another Church Unity Octave will
be observed. From its meager beginning amid much
anti-Rome opposition, the octave is now known in all
parts of the world, with each year showing an ever
increasing number of participants. It is interesting, perhaps even surprising to know that the observance of

of the most valorous of the war and the report of the

the octave is widespread

Washington Star paints a vivid picture of this heroism:

especially in the Church of England and the American
Episcopal Church. More and more continental Protestants are also following the octave, and in several European countries Lutherans and Calvinists have lent their
support. This is not to say, of course, that these religious bodies have accepted the faith; it does, nevertheless, indicate an awareness of the problem and a
manifestation of good will towards the ideal of Christian unity as expressed in the ectavai prayer: Ut omnes

“Going alone and unarmed far beyond the American
front lines he sought cut the bodies of fallen soldiers
from the usually well-concealed places where they died,
carried them on his shoulders to places where it was
possible to dig graves in the rock soil and carefully

marked each grave. Because of the extremely dangerous

nature

of

the

work,

Father

Kusman

refused

to

allow anybody to accompany him, although plenty of
soldiers, inspired by his courage, volunteered to go

:

along.”

This heroism of Father Kusman under artillery and
machine-gun fire is typical of many a chaplain’s self-

sacrificing zeal. They are fighting not only behind the
lines, giving support to a common cause, but they are
also rendering service in the front ranks, giving encouragement to the faltering strength of young men.
And many soldiers in the armed service of God and
country owe their perseverance to the cheering smile
of a chaplain forgetful enough of self to think of others.
But perhaps the most significant point in Father
Kusman’s charity is the fact that he buried both American

and

German

soldiers.

His

impartial

generosity

illustrates a Christian attitude which understands that

unum

sint,

“that

outside the Catholic Church,

all may

be

one.”

Now,

when

we

hear so much politically of “one world”, the widespread promotion of the Church Unity Octave ‘is indeed encouraging.
—G. Srantey Matuews.
wet

WILD

DUCKS

Out of the brooding withered land
on strange and hidden quest,
Leads the wild guide his thobbing band;
Keen yearning drives each breast.
So swift a flight to God musi lead,
Would that I with you might speed.
—LeRoy

FInre.
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CWLEML
WOMEN’S

A LIBERAL EDUCATION
Varieties

of dramatic

events,

lectures,

and

demon-

strations presented cn the stage of the University of
Dayton during the course of the average student's
stay on the campus, would, if presented in a classroom,
constitute a course embracing a wide variety of subjects—entertainment,

travel,

current

events,

literature,

and history—not to speak of a demonstration on how
to commit murder (nearly) with a poker, or a picture
of office procedure at Left Field.
The boards have been worn smooth by a succession
of programs ranging from illustrated
travel _ talks
through chorus programs, band programs, musicals,
plays, to Convocation day.
Musicals are a notable event in University -dramatic
life, and the first I experienced was Mr. Reichard’s
“Tt Ain’t

Being

Done

That

Way,”

with

Bill

Smolka

as co-author. That marked the triumph of Maurie’s
famous blues song, and the discovery of “Pete” Edwards as singer.
“Pete” had already made a name for herself by
playing in “Mountain Laurel,” in which she had a
striking resemblance to Daisy Mae of “LI’l Abner”
fame. No one who saw her can forget her bare feet,

EDITOR

. .. Apa

Kay

BoMForpD

the part of the mother who nearly wrecks the lives
of several people will be a long-remembered event.
Ethel later distinguished herself (with the aid of some
charcoal gum) in “Lucky Break” by her wide and
toothless grin. “Nine Girls” was the first attempt at an
all-girl show, and comments later proved the coeds’
ability.
Assembly programs are what touch the majority of
students most frequently. The most recent outstanding
assembly was the first of the year, at which actor
Lewis Lytton presented a reviviscense of the Bard. His
voice broke the silence in “Tomorrow and tomorrow
and tomorrow . . .” and in the Queen Mab scene
from “Romeo and Juliet.”
This past season a unique Christmas program was
presented by the women’s glee club, under the direction of Mrs. ‘Troy Sears, in which the girls entered
carrying candles (Betty Suman missed a couple of her
curly locks after that) and finally everyone joined in
singing Christmas carols.
Then

there

was

the

magician

who,

with

his

wife,

conducted a sort of mind-reading exhibition. Down

in

the audience,

by

he concentrated

on

songs

requested

various students and his wife played them. Mysterious!

big eyes, braids, and soft ‘Texan voice.

Otters was the feature of one assembly, at which
many of their traits and habits were demonstrated by
the use of live animals.

The last musical, “Five Minutes Late,” began with
a take-off on radio studios and their early-morning
commercials. Huge successes were Bill Hinton and Ed
Becker decked out in zoot suits and hats, singing

Films on travel constitute a major portion of our
assembly programs (but who can forget watching a
milk drop drop and a gurgle gurgle?) and notable
were some travel films of Hawaii showing hula dances

their Spy song. The most popular song was “Just a

and scenes from Hawaiian life.

Love Song” by Dean Stuhlmueller and Dick McCann.
As

for plays,
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“Best

Years,”

with

Ethel

Cochran

in

Musically speaking, one of the most attractive things
presented on the stage was piano duets by Betty

Suman

and Dick Anduze. Remember

fire of their “Malaguena”

the thunder and

shining

rendition?

A fairy story was the play presented by the marionette masters who graced the stage last year. They move
magic with their puppet strings, and afterwards show-

ed how the marionettes are made to live.

think,

“I

remember

that

a certain

Through

lecturer

em-

phasized that point in his talk on Japan.”
ee

IKE
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MY JULIENNE
What's Julienne? Well, it is a man’s paradise because its only occupants are of the feminine gender.
The school is under the direction of the Sisters of
Notre Dame de Namur. Besides the usual education
the instructors have given us more advantages. Many
of the students select an advisor to confide in and she
guides their school career.
You may hear the girls at any time of the day complaining to their heart’s content. No one ever stops
them for all know that down deep they really don’t
mean it. The school suits them for the present but
after they graduate then, and only then, they realize
what they had in the palms of their hands. There are
a million things the majority misses. We marvel at the
fact that the Sisters and fellow students put up with
the silly pranks and jokes. Often we think of the good
times we had on Mission Day—the day when studies
were put aside—, and the thrilling games during the
basketball tournaments, the Junior-Senior banquets, the
Senior play, the class picnic, and May Day—when the
statue of the Blessed Virgin was crowned—all these
we recall. Of course, we will never forget our class
Masses, especially the last one of the senior year, and
the frequent visits to the chapel. We will not forget
our assemblies when we were told what we were doing,
right or wrong, and all the competitions between home
rooms and paper drives and the like. After all the
planning and working, proud reliefs were always sighed
at the end.
Ah yes! Julienne is an institution that has made
four years of many a girl’s life worth while! ‘There
She stands like a lady, so strong, stern in her principles and set in her ways. She gives comfort and advice
to those in need. The love and faith that has lived in
the hearts of her girls is undying. She has many chil-

dren and even though they have left home, their
spirits will always abide in the sanctuary of her love.

the mists of life we'll see

Our dear old Julienne—
Hail! ‘Three times Hail!

In love and loyalty
We

The list could spread into pages and pages, each
event notable because of some special feature. Long
after students have left the University they will stop
and

“O’er all our nights and days our beacon

will never fail.”
—ELEANOR

KuRTz.
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“DECIMAL DILEMMA”
As thousands of master minds throughout the nation
work to calculate the exacting details of the war, the
home has become practically a minor accounting firm.
One hundred and thirty million people now possess
a certain kind of book or group of books which they
treasure far above books thus far known to man. With
becoming modesty I accepted the job of cooking for
a week while my parents went to New York City on
a business trip.
You understand, of course, that I knew that I could

prepare many tasty and delicious combinations of food
with the assistance of a Fanny Farmer cookbook in
one hand and a saucepan in the other. It seems that
meals in the last six months have generally been prefixed by the apologetic remark,
“It’s the best the
butcher could do for us.” However, with proper management of finances and ration points, I could rarely
see where this remark was necessary.
After three days of feeding my hungry brothers
Christmas left-overs, including every known method
of preparing cold turkey, the family peace was threatened in no uncertain terms. It was not until this time
that I actually became acquainted with the butcher.
The thrill of pulling cut prettily colored stamps in
exchange for cans and meats also became mine. This
is where the higher mathematics came in. After first
planning the essential food items to be purchased, I
had to study rationing tables to determine whether
such and such a stamp is valid. We, like all Americans,

would hate to lose out on anything so we hurried to
spend all points before their period of validity expires. This makes business boom and everyone is
happy, but not so my family! Entranced by the canned
fruit offerings apparently so plenteous, I laid in a
stock. It was shocking to find how at meals fruit palled
on one without all those vegetables I thought I could
do without. It seems things had to be balanced, and
I hadn’t accomplished the feat as yet.
It is needless to say that all received my mother,
in particular, as royalty on her arrival home. The week

of heckling with grocers and butchers, figuring points,
standing over a stove, washing dishes, and reading
cookbooks was now something to remember.
—JoAN

S1veEs.
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LAMP

OF OUR

LADY

Now, at Mary’s feet, there burns for the duration of
this most devastating of all wars, a ship’s lamp, as a
constant prayer to Our Mother for all the alumni of
the University serving in the American armed forces.
This never-ending prayer to Mary is, as it were, an
eternal beacon calling all—faculty, students, friends—
to the university chapel, there to experience a moment
of peace from the cares of the war on the home
front and to whisper a prayer of petition for those
—once fellow students on our campus—whose. names
are now listed in prayerful remembrance in the box
directly below the lamp.

The University of Dayton chapel has survived many
days of national strife and stress. Built seventy-five
years ago, shortly after the great Civil War, it has seen
the Spanish-American War, the
first

World

War,

and

more

re-

cently, World War II. During
each of these great crises, Our
Lady, from her illuminated niche
in the chapel, high above
her
Son’s altar, has looked down with
benevolence and mercy on those,

The flickering flame of the ship’s lamp symbolizes
the courage and hope and service of U. D. fighting
men and women everywhere. Its burning message to
us is: “Back their attack—with prayers!”

who in the quiet of God’s house,
have fled to her protection, implored her heip, and sought her
intercession

for their friends, rela-

tives and pupils in the seryice of
—G,. STANLEY

their country.

MATHEWS.

e

aeg—te

(Continued

from

page

Much like the France of yesterday is the position of

eight)

inade that Cardinal

Donnet,

Archbishop

erence

of Bordeaux,

could later point to every good work in Bordeaux and
trace its origin either to Father Chaminade personally
or to the spirit of Chaminade which permeated France.
Both the young men and young women had been
grouped into sodalities with an apostolic aim, These
sodalities fostered societies for the relief of the poor,
for the spreading of good literature, for the visitation
of prisons and hospitals, for the preparation of children
for First Holy Communion, for catechetical work, and
for many other apostolic undertakings. ‘The chief fruits,
however, of Fr. Chaminade’s sodality work were the
two religious Orders to which it gave rise: The Society
of Mary and the Daughters of Mary Immaculate. But
it was, above

all, the

spirit of Chaminade,

the

religious indiff-

our country today, confronted with a

So great was the influence exerted by Father Cham-

which,

as Father

Chaminade

wrcte

“threatens

to envelop the whole world in a dark night, void of
good, full of all evil, and impenetrable we might say
to the life-giving rays of the Sun of Justice.” Like
France, too, our country needs now not so much a
new political theory or social philosophy as a spirit
which will move the heart of our nation. Unlike
France, we must see to it that this spirit, once captured,
remains.

An

Atlantic

Charter,

conferences

on

World

Peace, even another fourteen-point program for peace
will avail little unless the plans for the new peace are
informed with a spirit like Chaminade’s, the spirit of
Mary, the spirit of Christ. The wills of men indifferent to religious principles will lead but to new wars:
the hearts of men imbued with the spirit of Chaminade will make possible a lasting peace based on
justice and charity.

spirit

of Mary, which was regenerating France, for a nation
can be revived only if its heart is moved, and only a
spirit can move the heart.
c

5
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“Gosh, you should ’a told us.”

nine)

and money jingling in your pockets with a swell babe
on your arm, the day after my gold star was put in
the window?”
“Cut it out, will you!” cried “Izzy.”
“Have a cup of coffee,” said Nick.

Joe said, ““That’s why I bought a war bond. And
P'll buy another and another and then maybe
able

to

lack

myself

this war is over.”
Page
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in a mirror

and

not

squirm

I'll be
when

“Sorry, Joc,” said Frank as he siapped him on the
back. “I guess a lot of us guys don’t think.’ ’
“And maybe it ain’t too late,” added “Izzy.”
The gang slowly walked out of the Greek’s and left

Joe at the oily bar.
“Have

another

cup,

were tears in his eyes.

Joe,”

said

the

Greek.

There

IMMACULATE CONCEPTION
CHAPEL
On June 25, 1944, we celebrate the seventy-fifth anniversary of the consecration of the University chapel.
This poem, written by a coed of the class of 1943,
anticipates the celebration in June.

How many troubled hearts have knelt
Before thy image here,
Where thou hast given each one peace,
And eased each pressing fear.

I’m glad I live in the U. S. A.
Where the white chips turn to blue,
And in the most improbable way
Impossible things come true.

Where Cinderella may meet her prince
And frequently does. And so
I’m glad I live in the U.S. A.
Where the pumpkin coaches grow.
Do I boast and brag, do I wave the flag
As the patriots behave?
Okay, I do—but I’m telling you
It’s a darn swell flag to wave.

And hearts in gladness too have come
To share their joys with thee,
For children know a mother lists
With love and sympathy.
Upon this altar many times,
Thy Son in exposition,
Bestowed upon the kneeling throng
His blessed benediction.
And often times o’er bread and wine
The sacred words were said,
And lo, upon the altar
‘Thy Son was in their stead.

Such
And
The
God

things have made this chapel blest,
sacred too should be
campus which it queenly crowns;
bless the U of D!

—Tuomas

I AM GLAD
I’m glad I
Where the
Not caring
Nor giving

live in the U. S. A.
workingman calls me Buddy;
a darn just who I am
the matter study.

REPLY TO FLANDERS FIELDS
(An answer to “In Flanders Fields,” a poem written
by Lt. Col. John McCrae in April, 1915.)
In distant fields the flowers bloom
And fill the air with sweet perfume;

‘The larks may sing high in the sky,
‘The men below may bleed and die
Amid the battle’s sick’ning gloom.
Fear not the torch be smothered out,
It shall be borne ’mid thund’rous shout,

we fight on from

trench

to trench,

Oblivious of the battle’s stench!
Fear net! Our hearts are brave and stout.

Sleep where ye are, though far from home,
Beneath the cold sky’s empty dome
Sleep silently in slumber deep,
No longer through the trenches creep,
Sleep in the cold and lifeless loam.
—Bossy

Where the factory yard is jammed with cars
And the man on the assembly line
Carries himself in a streamlined hack
That’s glossier far than mine.

Butz.
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THREE OLD LADIES

I’m glad I live in the U. S. A.
Where

your soul is still your own;

Where you can shout what you think
Without the fear of the dictaphone;

Where people refuse to know their place
And limits of caste don’t fetter
Their getting far from the place they are

‘To another that suits them better.

Three

old

With

nothing much

ladies

gossiping

to do,

But sit and chat
Of this and that,

The waning hours through.
—Syvia

ScOoTT.
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Student Slants

.
ON NOT

JUST A SMILE
Daily we come in contact with many people with
varying personalities. They may be sad, moody, gruff,
cynical, selfimportant, arrogant. But the person that
pleases the most of us is the person who extends his
greetings to the passers- -by with a twinkle in his eye
and a happy expression on his face.
In these days cf stress when folks are tired from over
work and worry about the safety of those dear ones in
the battle areas, people may fail to show any signs of
gladness when meeting the ones with whom they daily
associate. They are doing their duty by toiling at
their job and by sacrificing a son or brother, but why
not try to raise the moral of the folks on the home
front by wearing a smile.
Would it not make matters more pleasant if instead of making some “clever remark” when getting a
rationed

allotment

of

food

or

other

necessities,

we

would express happiness over the fact that we are
grateful that we can do just a little bit to help the
cause. Or when boarding a crowded bus couldn’t we
make the driver and our fellow passengers feel better
if we would smile instead of grumble. Don’t we
realize that it is not the driver’s fault that these conditions exist?
When one stops to think he discovers there are
many kinds of smiles. There is the kind that comes
as

the

result

of

having

outwitted

another,

a

selfish

sneer. And of course every one has seen the expressionless smile which is on the lips only and which
can disappear in a brief second. But the truly worthwhile smile is free and natural and comes from the
very heart to radiate joy all around. A laughing countenance is a thing of beauty, a song, a symphony in
gladness, a charming picture.
Naturalness must be the main feature of this laughing countenance. ‘To attempt to appear different from
one’s real self is foolish, for you are you and I am I;
because you like to be alone and I enjoy company;
because you prefer sports while I am content to read
and listen to music. Your friends love you for what
you are and mine for what I am. Your acquaintances
would not want you to act as I do for then you would

not be natural.
There are no two individuals exactly alike so each
one should develop his own personality and try to

BEING A CHARACTER

To begin with, my name is Hannah—Hannah

Jones,

which fact places me at once among the ranks of the
uninteresting. But that is only the beginning. In appearance I am hopelessly average. I am neither tall
nor short, fat nor lean. I neither limp nor squint.
Bear with me, good

reader, to the bitter end.

When I was a child, I was never allowed
and fret and fume when affairs did not go
“Make an act, dear, for the Holy Child,”
when my lips began to pucker for a good

to stamp
my way.
they said,
scream. I

knew

could

a small

boy,

one

Harry

Atkins,

who

get

anything he wanted by simply sitting on the floor and
making his whole body rigid. I tried his tactics, and
failed miserably. My friend Lilac Perkins could bring
her mother around to a conciliating attitude by this
expedient—she would stand on the front porch and
make hideous and repulsive grimaces at passers-by:
meanwhile pulling out great handfulls of her curly
black hair. Mrs. Perkins in desperation would grant
her daughter’s request. I stood cn our front porch,
prepared to terrify all comers, when suddenly my father appeared in a testy humor after a hot day in the
office. “Come in the house—you iook sick. I'll tell
Mother

to give you

a dose

of castor-oil,”

he

said.

I,

alas, had been picketing for a larger candy allowance!
And so it went through the years of my childhood.
To be sure, they were happy years, but ordinary ones.
In

my

adolescence,

I did

my

best

to be

“different,”

“interesting.” For a while I lisped. “My dear, you
sound like an infant,” said my teacher. I took refuge
in silence. I never greeted people on the street; I preserved a ministerial countenance on all joyful occasions. “Say, Sis,” queried my young brother, “what’s
the matter? Did you swallow a pickle?” I decided to
be “romantic.” I found a picture of Lord Byron, and
I arranged my coiffure in imitation of his disheveled
locks. I began to write obscure and_ unintelligible
“poetry,” and to take long, long walks alone. “Han-

nah,” my

mother

said one day, “people will think

you're queer.”
Well, you see what a miserable lot is mine. Some
people can do the most extraordinary and -eccentric
things without incurring censure. They walk and talk
and laugh and do a hundred other things in a way
wholly

uncommon,

and

they

are

excused.

They

are

characters! O, beloved of the gods, O, blessed among

with a cheerfulness

mortals, share with me your precious title. Let me join

that .will make his envircnment more pleasant for all
those about him.

your ranks; take me as your comrade. I would be one
in your delightful fellowship. I would know the untrammeled freedom of eccentricity, L- —Eprrn Ryan.

fit himself into his community

—Martion
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THE

OPERA

The Opera Festival visited Dayton with Metropolitan stars presenting the most popular French and
Italian operas for the pleasure and edification of our
music-hungry citizenry. How fortunate we are. Yes,
how fortunate—but why all the excitement? What is
it all about?
Whenever I attend the opera this same thought
strikes me every time. Why are we here? Well, there
of reasons,

are a number

let’s

I guess;

try analyzing

them.
First let us ask “Why do men come?” ‘That’s simple.
Single men come because they want to impress “the
gitl of the moment.” Married men come because they
have to, poor things. Then we must allow sprinkled
here and there among the gathered assemblage a few
males who revel in the “allegros” and “pianissimos”
and the drama and comedy of the opera. Oh, how
these longhairs enjoy the tragic stories of “Rigoletto,”
“LoTesca,”

“Carmen”

and the like.

Our next question is “Why do women come?” Now
the answer to this is somewhat more difficult. A woman can have many reasons for doing things and
some are quite unpredictable. She may attend because
she has a new hat or ensemble to display. Then too
she may attend so that her friends will see her there,
or so that she may rapturously exclaim in the midst of
her bridge session the following afternoon, “Oh, we
attended the opera last night and really, my dears, it
was simply divine.” Now for the case of the sweet
young girl— she may be there because she was too weak
to say “no” when invited by an ardent admirer because she feared he would think her awfully ignorant
and unappreciative of the finer things of life. Here
too,

as with

men,

we

must

allow

for

the

few

who

really enjoy the stuff.
There is one element we have not mentioned yet,
probably it is the most important—curiosity. Both
males and females possess a dangerous curiosity which
may lead them to anything—even the opera. They
would like to know what it is all about. They want to
see what operas have to entice people to pay $5.65
to sit in some far away corner in the balcony on painfully hard seats and to top it all off they don’t understand a word of what is going on.
—AcneEs

MILLER.

tents were interesting. The last sentence, however,
stated, “I'll be waiting to hear from you soon-please.”
‘That means a return letter at some future date. As
Kate Smith says, “If you don’t write, you’re wrong.”
It’s correct to wait a week or maybe two. This time
can be stretched to three weeks but the letter must
be answered

some

time. The

return address, date and

salutation are quite simple—but that first sentence 1s
plain drudgery. “How are you? I’m fine” won't do at
all. It must be interesting and should never begin
with the pronoun “I.” The weather is a boring subject
unless it’s quite unusual—like a snow storm in June.
After the first sentence is completed, the second one
is a little simpler. Soon the words begin to flow. This
does not continue for long, and it’s supposed to be a
letter, not a note. All questions should be answered—
pray God that there are a number of them. At last
the epistle seems long enough and all is ready for
the final words. They read, “I reaily enjoy receiving
your letters—please write to me again.” The complimentary close and signature are but a matter of course
—relaxation follows.
—ANN FITZGERALD.
wag—te

OUR

FIREPLACE

Our present home is the first one we have lived in
which had a fireplace and we find it one of the most
attractive features of the house. Having become accustomed to it and having learned all the advantages
of a fireplace, we would now hate to live in a house
without one.
During the week we seldom have a fire as we are
too busy to properly enjoy it. However, we look forward eagerly to lighting a fire every Saturday and
Sunday evening that we are home. It has now become
so much a part of our life that we consider the fire
almost as another member of our household—sometimes burning softly and sometimes sputtering loudly.
It is comforting and relaxing to sit in an easy chair
and watch the varicolored flames hovering around the
logs. It is a delightful atmosphere for dreaming or
thinking. All one’s worries and troubles seem to vanish
in the flames. It is with a great deai of reluctance that
we finally leave the cheery fireside to retire.

w5—h

LETTER
The

postman

came

one

—WittiM

WRITING
morning

and

left

a

D. Fizer

letter

at the door. It was deeply appreciated and the conPage
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With the ASTU
“HI-YA

SOLDIER”

GOLD BRICKS

“Hi-ya Soldier!” ‘That was it. Those were the words
of greeting that a little four-year-old chap said to me
as I passed him on the street. ““Hi-ya Soldier!”
There was something nice about the way that he
said it. The smile on his face, his manly courage and
the copied salute that he gave, all did something in
me deep down inside. I saluted him in return, and as
I walked on I turned to watch him. Straight and
steady he went feeling as though something great had
just happened.
My uniform told him that an American soldier
was approaching. He did not have to see my face,
know me, or talk to me about my ideals; no, that
uniform was significant enough. Children are like
that. They are innocent, trustworthy and_ truthful.
One of their greatest traits is their complete faith in
others.
We are at war now, fighting, killing, repelling the
forces of evil that tend to threaten the destiny of
those small children, our younger generation. As they
grow older a world of peace should be theirs, not one
of death and disaster.

Many times I have heard the American Way challenged. I have heard many speak of a new way to do
things. ‘To those who challenge our way of life let me
say this—life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness are
the ideals upon which this Nation of ours stands.
Solid as a rock are those foundations. We as Americans
may seem slow, slow to fight, slow to kill, but we are
slow because of our utter hatred for such actions. You
who oppose us may laugh. You who like power may
Icok down on us and think that we are as children
playing in the sand, but beware!
We
We

are as children. We
love

truth;

we

hate

...

love life; we hate killing.
lies

and

fraud.

We,

as

Goldbricking is the art of avoiding any work assigned
to be done in the army. But the gold brick does not
let anyone see him do the avoiding if possible. One
of the most envied men in the army is the gold brick
who has practiced his art right under the eyes of the
sergeant. ‘hese gold bricks develop a skill of being at
the opposite end cf the line from which details are
picked. ‘They develop a sharp, clear brain that enables
them to think their way quickly out of a predicament.
They have the intelligence to know when old ideas
have become thin through use, and they can devise
new ideas that promise to outlast the older ones in
usefulness. And they have an uncanny knack of telling by the sergeant’s manner whether he is looking
for prospective laborers or is really taking an afterdinner walk.
There are several types of gold bricks, but they
have been placed under three definite headings. The
first class is the lazy gold brick who does not attempt
to dodge work, but once detailed to work actually
does less than the non-com in charge. His type is
difficult to detect and usually goes undisguised for a
long time. The second type is composed of those
energetic men who would walk around in the hot
sun all day rather than spend five minutes sweeping
the office, if by doing so they feel they are putting

something over on the sergeant. The third type is a

combination of the first two, usually not as energetic
as the second nor as lazy as the first. He takes his
cue from the actions of the other gold bricks.

The gold bricks are comprised of some of the smart
men in the camp. It is not every soldier who can do
so little so often so successfully in the army.
—JoHun Powers.

a

web

nation, play as do the children in the sand, but we
fight our enemies as do the children fight the biting

YOUTH

ant.
Our soldiers are not weak, afraid and unmanly.

Our

soldiers have an incentive which surpasses any that
you propaganda ministers will preach. We as soldiers
will fight and die for America because one sentence

greets us and that is “Hi-ya Soldier!” It comes from

our children.
—Bruce
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IN THE ARMY

When Congress lowered the age limit in the Selective
Service Act the nation cried out in alarm, “Our boys
are too young to fight; they should not be sacrificed in
this struggle.” Parents grew concerned over their young

sons becoming soldiers, not only because of the risks
a soldier is subjected

to in battle, but

the

be

youngsters

would

thrown

into

also because
positions

thought only grown men would be able to fill.

they

That is what the parents thought. We youngsters
long ago thought that age meant little when a measure of manhood was to be taken. Had we not proved
this in our rugged football games? Even the smallest
boy on the squad felt that no man on the squad was
endowed with any more courage than he.

My week at home will pass as one fleeting hour. I
will see so few of my close friends—they are in the
service like me—but I will say “hello” to other folks.
‘There will be many things left undone, but I will be
ready to return, though. I want to get this war
finished so we can all go home for good. ‘There is
really no place quite like home.

The nation’s pressing need of man power gave us
the opportunity to prove our worth. In the Air Corps,
in the Armored Force, and in other departments of the
Armed forces youth has provided the final whetstone

—Donatp
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to provide the sword of power with a keener edge.
—JosrpH

As I sit here and play with the wheels of your little
red cart, the smoke from my pipe floats upward and
forms a screen. What is this? Images seem to fashion
themselves upon the smoke. Quietiy I drift back into

I AM GOING HOME
Finally, at long last, I am a happy fellow—happy
as only a soldier expecting a furlough can be happy.
Ever so patiently I have waited for the day when |
though

for a short while,

return

to that

little

Kansas village which I am so proud to call home. As
that time comes nearer my anticipation knows no
bounds—I can hardly wait.
So vividly do I see it all just as the visit will transpire. I can see the village as I come over the hill
six miles from town. Home is six miles down the
highway; why do buses run so slowly? The bus will
arrive, though, and there I shall be. I will say “hello”
to the constable and the two paper boys as I sprint
down the street. I will greet any one else that I see
but I shall not stop till I am on the front porch.
Mother won’t be expecting me because I do not plan
to announce my homecoming. I am planning to save
the look on Mother’s face to see for myself when I
arrive.
We will chat for a bit, but she will soon realize
that I must be famished, and how true that will be.

I did not each much on the trip. The old Seth Thomas will strike twelve and soon in will rush my two
sisters. Will they be surprised? We will say a heartfelt grace and then seat ourselves at a sumptuous
repast that only mother can prepare—no one cooks
like Mother.
From this point my visit seems to be indistinct. I
will probably go first to the little church to play the
pipe organ. From there I do not know where I will
go, but

I most

certainly will not know

A LETTER FROM A FATHER

Kocyancic.

“eg

could,

M. CartTTAr.

where

I will

yesteryear.

You were so tiny, my son. Your favorite toy was
this small red cart at my feet. Every evening when I
came home from work, you wouid be waiting, cart
at your side, and a smile on your face. I would take
you riding about the yard while your mother looked
on,

warning

you

to

hold

tight

lest

you

fall.

Your

laughter still rings in my ears, the laughter of a happy
child.
A wisp of wind disturbs the cloud
forward. I see the many wheels you
your youth: a wagon, a scooter, an
cycle, and your first car. Remember
mother protested when you wanted
license for it; but we won

and time moves
played with in
old clock, a bithe way your
to buy the first

out, didn’t we? ‘Then when

the fog settled over the city, I would sit by the window
looking for the headlights of your car. When the car
was in the garage, I would slip into bed so you would
not find me waiting. Oh, how I worried about you!
Now your wheels are part of a large bomber. ‘They
are not toys but weapons of war. High in the sky you
soar, protecting the thing that you love. Each night
I say a silent prayer for you. I pray that no wheel
shall fail you. Think of me when you are over your
target and look forward to the day when you can
come home to stay.
The smoke has faded away now. I shall slip into
your room and look once more at the relics of your
youth. Good night my son, and God Bless you.

things to do. That evening Dad will get home and
our homecoming will be complete.

—JAMES

ARANDALL.
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With the Critics
THE HUMAN

THE VIRGIN OF NAZARETH

By WititAM

AND OTHER POEMS
By Rev. Joun J. Rauscuer,

Those of us who have already found joy in reading
other poetical works by Father John Rauscher will be
happy to note this publication. Father John has produced another book of poems—poems sparkling with
gems of thought and expression. It is true, we do not
have in this, his latest work, a volume of Shakespeare
or of Longfellow but rather a collection of simple,
thoughtful poems, written by one among us, so to
say, for the purpose of providing restful and _alleviating moments from the hectic turmoil that surrounds
our present-day life. The author has shown that there
can be calm, speculative, yet practical thought in this
our day.
Indeed, certain of these poems are characteristically
appropriate to the present chaos. In “Heart of Jesus,
Pierced With a Lance,” the author shows the way to
the only secure refuge and rest in this world. “The
Balkan Youth,” the last selection in the book, paints
a vivid picture of what is now of daily occurrence. In
this way throughout the various poems, we find allusions to our daily problems, sometimes in the form
of colorful descriptions or even of possible solutions,
and at times too, in analogies or contrasts.
The author proves himself versatile by the variety
of subjects poetized in this collection. We find beautiful eulogies on Our Blessed Mother; striking descriptions of incidents in the life of Christ; prayerful
pieces on the Sacred Heart and the Holy Eucharist;
and other poems ranging from the death of an alchemist to the flight of an eagle. In most of these,
the quality most predominant is the clearness of the
scene depicted which makes for leisurely and pleasant
reading. This is especially remarkable in At Eventide,

in which the author shows Christ to us as he certainly must have been when coming home after a
hard day’s labor. Thus it is, too, with the first poem
“The Virgin of Nazareth,”

SAROYAN

(Harcourt, Brace)

S.M.

(Benziger Brothers)

of the book,

COMEDY

in which

Our

With the publication of The Human Comedy
William Saroyan has established his reputation as a
popular novelist. His public is the American people
in this era of the evils and heartaches of war. Reasons
for the widespread appeal of the book may be the
facts that Saroyan has so vividly mingled pathos and
warmth in his story of the home front and that the
book dces typify the spirit of the times.
In its very simplicity The Human Comedy has
captured the breath of the reading public. It has been
said that “Saroyan has done many things, but he has
here done something which even his oldest friends
scarcely dared to predict, a wartime novel of the
home front.” A likely reaction to such a story from
a public tired of war news would be to reject such
a publication, to refuse to read more of the sufferings
and sorrows of others. But as we have seen, just the
opposite happened.
The Human Comedy abounds in unforgettable
scenes. I shall never forget as I read the book how I
could see Homer running the ‘T'wo-twenty hurdles;
little Ulysses imprisoned in a Covington’s store; oldtime telegraph operator Willie Grogan with a bottle
in the desk drawer to tone down the sharp reality of
the overflowing messages of pain and death; Spangler
with a love for the whole world and every living
thing; Homer’s older brother Marcus singing, as the
troop train in which he sits hurtles away from home.
The love bestowed upon her “brood” by the mother
in the story was warm and real, so real that it made
one want to walk into the pages of the book and become a part of such a lovable human family.
It is a very
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If someone were to ask you the reasons for Rome’s
cultural greatness, what kind of answer would you
give? The House on Humility Street would answer
the question for you. A masterful introduction to the
glories of ancient and modern Rome, this book is not
a mere travelogue of the monuments, shrines, basilother

and

licas, art galleries, catacombs,

of

remnants

the Rome that was; it is an essentially modern and
human story of Rome today as Father Martin Doherty
sees it.
Father Doherty’s character makes the book what it
is. A former journalist on a well-known Chicago newspaper, Father Doherty retains all the lucidity of style,
and

vividness

which

characterized

his

news-

paper articles. The brother of Father Doherty, Eddie
Doherty, is also a writer of note. The reader may remember him as the author of Gall and Honey.

For those who have seen Rome this book will refresh
nostalgic
City; for
book will
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memories of by-gone days in the Eternal
those who hope to see Rome some day this
prove a happy preparation for anticipated
for those who do not feel that they will
Rome but yet wish to know and feel its

culture, this book will bring hours of real delight.
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Noaillat-Ponvert’s Martha de Noaillat, by Mary Golden
Donnelly, has made its appearance in many _ places
and has been translated into many languages.
It is the story of the life of

a modern

woman,

who,

in the service of Christ, achieved a height of success
very

seldom

surpassed.
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From beginning to end, her story is intense and
touching. Her life’s aim was to spread the doctrine of
Christ to all the corners of the earth, and to promote the cause of Christ the King. ‘To accomplish
this second objective Martha de Noaillat took the
first step by seeking from the Sovereign Pontiff the
establishment of a universal Feast of Christ the King.
At one point in her life Martha made this statement: “I truly desire only two things: a lively sorrow
for having offended God and a profound compassion
for His Sufferings on Calvary.” Constant meditation
on Jesus Crucified seemed the solid and admirable
of the invisible guiding hand.”
The heroine of this book
the

world.
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for,

as

Joseph Husslein, S.J. says, “It is a story planned in
Heaven, and at every step we can feel the presence
of the invisible guiding hand.
—PAULINE ZINK
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I heard someone who spent many years in Rome
declare that it was remarkable what Father Doherty
had learned about Rome in one year. Yes, in one
short year he caught the spirit and beauty of Rome.
You, too, will be captivated by this spirit if you listen to Father Doherty for five or six hours in The
House On Humility Street.
—WILLIAM COLE.
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The Day Must Dawn has a historical background.
It is the story of a little town of mud-plastered huts
in western Pennsylvania called Hannertown. It gives
a colorful but true picture of the struggle between
the settlers and the Indians in the late seventeen
hundreds. It is well written but it becomes very depressing at times because there is no element of humor. ‘The story often lags.
The plot centers around a typical pioneer family,
Mr. and Mrs. Murray, their daughter, Violta, and
their adopted son Hugh. ‘The mode of life is very well
described. There is a constant struggle against all the
hardships of the frontier by the people who cut down
the wilderness.
These people possessed a strong faith in God.
This faith never failed through all their trouble and
sorrow. One of the best features of the book is the

diary which is kept by Mrs. Murray.
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